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Now do I nightly waste, wanting my kindly rest;
Now do I daily starve, wanting my lively food;
Now do I always die, wanting my timely mirth.

Sidney played longer than his friend with classic
measures. He used them freely in his "Arcadia."
Here, for instance, is part of a lover's strain in
sapphics:

If mine eyes can speak to do hearty errand,
Or mine eyes' language else do hap to judge of,
So that eyes' message be of her received,
Hope, we do live yet.

But if eyes fail then when I most do need them,
Or if eyes' language be not unto her known,
So that eyes' message do return rejected,
Hope, we do both die.

Yet dying and dead do we sing her honour;
So become our tombs monuments of her praise}
So becomes our loss the triumph of her gain.
Hers be the glory,

If the spheres, senseless, do yet hold a music,
If the swan's sweet voice be not heard but at death,
If the mute timber, when it hath the life lost,
Yieldeth a lute's tune.

But at no time was imitation of classical measures
other than a pastime either to Sidney or to Spenser.
Sidney was now only commencing the authorship
that was never much more than a diversion from
what he regarded as the real business of his life,
Spenser, in spite of any Areopagus rules to the
contrary, was now producing plenty of rhymed
verse.